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THE AMERICAN AMBASSADOR AND THE AMBASSADOR
FROM MANCHUKUO EXCHANGE CALLS

February 23, 1939

Believe it or not, Mr. Ripley, I received to-day the official call
of the Manchukuo Ambassador, by appointment, and I officially
returned the call, also by appointment, five days later, in top hat,
morning coat, and everything. No, gentle reader, the United States
has not thereby recognized the noble state of Manchukuo. The
Dean of the Diplomatic Corps has simply recognized, as is his duty,
an ambassador duly accredited to the Japanese Court, and it is the
Japanese Court, not the Dean, who determines the members of the
Diplomatic Corps in good and official standing, Mr. Yuan was very
affable, in Chinese of course, duly interpreted by Mr, Wu, but he
had nothing on the Dean in point of affability. The weather and
the beauties of Tokyo were discussed with the utmost thoroughness,
but the real crux of the conversation only came when we got on
the subject of hunting the long-haired Manchurian tiger. Then the
fur reaUy flew. Be it said,, however, that no notes or cards or any
other formal documents have passed or will pass between the two
missions except over the'inscribed title "Dean of the Diplomatic
Corps," of, by, and for the Corps and not of, by, or for the Govern-
ment or people of the United States of America,

AMBASSADOR SAITO'S ASHES CREATE A
DIPLOMATIC PROBLEM

April 3, 1939

Hitler unmasked. The international highwayman no longer
deludes the trusting public by assurances that he was taking back
only what belonged to him (the German minorities) and that he
had no further territorial ambitions in Europe; the mask is off and
at the point of his gun he appropriates all of Czechoslovakia, at
whose birth we assisted at Versailles. Hungary already in effect a
vassal; Rumania on the ragged edge; Memel taken; Poland
menaced ; Lithuania, Denmark, Holland, Belgium waiting for the
juggernaut. And how about a port on the Adriatic ? Isn't that, too,
merely a question of time ? No, I can't believe that Mussolini can
be happy. But now at last the old British lion seems to be stirring
uneasily in his serene drowsiness and at the very end of the month
there was actually an indication of bristling with a slight growl or
two. Don't touch that bone (Poland).

In the meantime I am deep in one of the most difficult problems
presented since coming to Japan, namely, the arrangement of the
programme attendant upon the arrival in Japan of the ILS.S. Astoria,
bearing the ashes of the late Ambassador Saito.

When the proposal of our Government to take this unprecedented